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SAMUEL JOHNSON, of course, was always scaringhis faithful henchman and biographer Bosellinto fits by threatening suicide. "I shall be
jne e'er this reaches you," was the terrifying mesigedespatched to the useful satellite one cold Janarvmidnight. When the panting Boswell, half
lothed, reached the lodgings of the ponderous es*vist,he found the latter enjoying beer and sauigcsin high good humor. " I think now that I will
efer my experiment until next week," said Johnson;
but I warn you it is.merely a postponement and
hat I have by no means relinquished the idea." '
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had his hours of more than despair. When he was
life seemed to promise little more than a law pracsall his days, he wrote to his partner, Stuart: "I
miserable man living. If what I feel were equally
.vholc human family there would not be one eheer-
Whether I shall ever be better I can not tell. I
shall not. To remain as I am is quite impossible.
Iter, it appears to me. I can write no more."
>ln also sent his friend Ilerndon an article clipped
n Journal entitled "Suicide."


